PUTTING JAZZ INTO THE CAMPAIGN

listening for a while I-learned that "Jazz
Davis" was the man he was electioneering for,
He caught sight of my face and said: "There
he is now."

"My name isn't Jazz," I said. I handed
him my card. It read:

JAS. J. DAVIS

"What is it then?" he asked.

I saw that I would lose a vote if I humil-
iated him. So I laughed and said: "Yep,
Fm him. I was just kidding. Fm mighty
glad to have your support. Have a cigar."

But I went away worried. My personal
friends knew me as Jimmy. The men I had
electioneered and handed cards to thought
my name was Jazz. On the ballot my name
would appear JAMES. Between "Jimmy,"
"Jim," "James*9 and Jazz" my fellows would
find lots of room for confusion. Every vote
that I lost on that account would be due to
my own carelessness.

It taught me the lesson of exactness. I
never again put out any puzzling language,
but tried to stick to words that could not be
misunderstood.
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